WELCOME 

TO 

MY 

NIGHTMARE 



Jason Brett Mullinder 



czarnibog . netai . net 
j a son .mullinder@priest . com 



Where do I begin? 

Don't know the beginning, 

not sure how it ends. 

Just lay out all the pieces and hope they fit together. 

Can't prove any of it, 

can't verify details, 

can't even find where to look for more information. 

All that's available is what's in my head, 

and I can't access most of that. 

Some parts will be very distorted, 

but the essence, 
the spirit of the tale is consistent. 



Help ME - 


Please 


- Make it Stop 


Oh God - 


Please 


- Stop it 


Help ME - 


Please 


- Make it Stop 


Oh God - 


Please 


- Stop it 


Help ME - 


Please 


- Make it Stop 


Oh God - 


Please 


- Stop it 


Help ME - 


Please 


- Make it Stop 


Oh God - 


Please 


- Stop it 


Help ME - 


Please 


- Make it Stop 


Oh God - 


Please 
Please 


- Stop it 



Bits and pieces, 
some could be gathered from fiction, 
some fiction could trigger memories. 

It doesn't matter how much is 'true', 
more important for people to think. 

Nothing I tell is impossible, 
what gets done about it? 



The cages stand out for some reason, 

stuck in those having to watch, 
waiting till someone opens it to play. 

Solitary was ok, 
even being shackled, 
I just learned to relax. 

All they could do was hurt my body, 

couldn't do too much damage, 

not as much as I could. 



The Animal? 

I guess most people have one in them, 
most likely suppress and deny it. 

Are we born with it or does it manifest life experience? 

More then a few have heard me growling, 
what do they think? 

It's more in anger, 

fighting, 

defence 

it comes out. 



One day, 

Valentines day, 

we get left completely alone. 

Two kids 

who had been taught what kids 

shouldn't know about their bodies, 

never able to enjoy, 

this day we did, 

not knowing any better, 

not knowing it wasn't appropriate behaviour, 

not realizing that this is exactly what they wanted 

rare, highly sought footage. 



There was commotion in the skies on the night she was born, 

strange stars, 

a powerful storm, 

and the moon somehow seemed brighter 

and closer than normal. 

Just as much commotion in the maternity ward, 

everything had been ok throughout the pregnancy, 

but now something was going very wrong. 

Severely weakened from the labour and passing out, 

her child was taken to be checked and put into a crib. 

None foresaw that the Mother and Daughter 

would not get any time time together, 

she cried the moment her mother died in another room. 

Nothing could be done, 
no known relatives, 
no father identified... 



What was the worst beating? 

Even now my mind plays tricks, 

memory of those sorts of things gets blurred. 

Faces are not clear, 

I forget names often, 

It's strange because generally my memory retains 
phenomenal amounts of information. 

Codes, 

passwords, 

triggers/seeds. 

Paranoia and over-sensitivity don't help, 

so many will dispense advice and suggestion, 

few ever actually help, 

what is offered is of a negative persuasion. 



I would like to think that Ti-Ange and I 

managed to hide away sometimes, 

they had eyes everywhere, 

there wouldn't have been any place they didn't see us. 

Would make better entertainment. 

Are there videos floating around? 
Do they still watch me? 



She never knew who her parents were, 

sometimes I think she just came from heaven 

and the bad men got her. 

I wonder at times about my parents, 

my real parents, 

and the dead boy boy that looked like me 

whose name and family were given to me. 



Somewhere along the way I got labelled Voodoo Child, 

there could be a few reasons for that, 

mostly because strange things happen around me 

and I'm like a ghost sometimes. 

It could be something else but depends 

what they mean by Voodoo 

and what I know it is. 



I don't know how I got there, 

nor how I got away, 

nobody would, 

and those that can answer are the ones keeping dirty secrets. 

That the whole operation was well organized is beyond dispute, 

how otherwise could anyone hide 

the production of kiddy porn and snuff films? 

Turning little girls & boys into whores, 
as well as teaching them to kill. 



Back then my name was Jak, 

I called herTi-Ange 

because she was a little angel 

bringing glimmers of happiness 

to the deepest darkest pit of hell. 

We didn't have anything but the clothes we wore 
and the mattress we slept on in our cells. 



When she took down grown men was an amazing sight, 

I liked working with her. 

Seeing what they did to her was worse 
then anything they did to me, 

If she was alive today how messed up would she be? 

How messed up would I be if I remembered everything? 



No matter how hard I try I don't remember other kids 

only Ti-Ange and Valkyrie, 
but I'm certain there were others. 

Don't know if anyone else made it out, 

pretty sure Ti-Ange was killed, 

wish I could go back in time and 

make it stop before it ever happened. 

Where would that leave me? 

Science geeks theorize all sorts of things 

regarding time-travel, 

but its all sci-fi bullshit told by nerds 

that just sit and think about stuff. 



Who the fuck am I? 

Where did I come from? 

Why can't I just accept what I was told? 



I remember bits & pieces 
between the parts I don't remember. 

Someone would walk in, 

too dark to see faces, 

then I would wake up curled up into a ball 

on my mattress in the corner, 

the door locked again. 

But the last time was different, 

I still blacked out only I woke 

standing in the middle of the room 

and men were lying on the floor. 

Ti-Ange was standing at the open doorway, 
she said its time to go. 

I got a backpack from the supply room 
and filled it with guns and some shields. 

She climbed on my back and we ran away. 

They were shooting at us. 

I told Ti-Ange to use a shield but I don't think she did. 

Finally we got out. 

Ti-Ange said she felt dizzy, 

I put my arms around to hold her up, 

the back of her head was wet 

and I saw red stuff on my hand. 



Why did it happen? 

Whose idea was it? 

How did they start and manage to get away with it? 

Where now? 
How organized? 



How does she pop up though others? 
Why the red make-up around her eyes sometimes? 



Thought I saw her today, 

baby her, 

red make-up 

around on eye. 

Almost broke down in tears, 

no one would have known why, 

probably think it was something else, 

the remembering 

everybody was there for. 



Questions remain, 

Did I escape? 

or, 

Did they let me go? 

Did she really think we would get away? 

or, 
Did she plan to die? 



Magick, 

Magic, 

Magination, 

is what I have now. 

They talk to me sometimes, 

occasionally I can see them, 

even feel them. 

How much of it is real? 

What is real? 

Lots of days I want to hang myself, 

go away forever to that other place, 

how many friends are there? 

How many enemies? 

Lots of fights, 

lots of parties, 

a place where I know for sure who is who, 

and what is what. 

Somewhere I belong, 

somewhere I can be me, 

somewhere without all the lies. 



Dreamdancer far away, 

in the circle 

see the circles. 

Rays and loops of light circling around. 

Feel the light going into your body, 

cleaning and healing, 

energizing. 

Voodoo Hoodoo 
Who are you? 

Sprawling across the floor, 
blood splatters to the roof 



Gods, 

see 

hear 

feel 

taste 

your offering. 



Ever had to run for your life? 

Really run, 

from bullets and helicopters 

with somebody's blood splattered on you. 

It is really hard to back down after that, 

I mean 

most threats are just bluff and shit talk anyway. 

I prefer fighting with sticks to using a gun, 
with guns there isn't the contact with your opponent 

almost like dancing. 

Any dickhead 

can hold a gun or knife 

and 

pretend to be a tough guy. 

Taking down someone twice your size 

who has a gun in their hand, 

now that's fun. 



Being the beast makes me smile, 
same way that she makes me smile. 

It feels like she is with me those moments 

watching for the enemy, 

putting up my shield, 

half away in another place. 

No one can take that away, 
no one will be safe if they try. 

Best team in the unit, 

perfect record, 

unstoppable except for the leash they had us on. 



I remember being alone in that cold dark room. 

I wanted my mum, 
Ti- Ange, 
Valkyrie 

someone to be there with me, 
to be loved and wanted for me. 

It still happens when I'm alone at night 

most nights, 

what did I do back then that was so evil that 

no one could love me even today? 



Lots of blackouts, 

usually waking up in the corner, 

except for when we ran away, but I'll get to that later. 

It was horrible and nothing will ever convince me 
it happened for a reason. 



Don't remember the other kids, 

except the Valkyrie, 

didn't want to hurt her 

so instead I hit the man giving me orders. 

Took down a couple more before they got me, 

they said I was the best stick fighter, 

should've known better then to run at me. 

They messed me up pretty good for that, 

but it was worth it, 

in retrospect they could've killed me but didn't, 

so they got what they wanted 

a little savage hurting people. 



I still see them and hear them sometimes. 

Think about what was done and still being done, 

about kids in other places 

having horrible things done to them by horrible people. 

Sometimes I scream in the middle of the night, 

sometimes I growl when I walk around. 

Sometimes I sense something, 

try to tune in, 

work out what it is and deal with it. 



There is so much in my head, 

the idea that I shouldn't have access 
to a lot of this information hinders recall. 

I need to find someone I can trust, 
the Valkyrie. 



Old World 
Underworld 




http://czarnibog.netai.net 



